SOME LETTERS OF
feminine latency of thought toward being beautifully created upon. 1 hope that is not as snarled as it looks on paper, though I know it's full as bawdy.
This conviction is perhaps the best thing I have to show for my vacation, however. I observe with sudden retrospective dismay that I have accomplished next to nothing in printable pages, one or two short poems, and a couple of torsoes sketched out in the block, but so big that my mallet and chisel lose themselves in the interstices between dust speck and dust speck. I clamber with Liliputian ingenuity over the bulk thereof, spying out, very agile and bustling, with horny eye apprehensive upon cracks and precipices. As yet no planet-displacing news.
Remains to be communicated my plan for September: this: Uncle Horace has had the gentilezza to offer me a substantial job of book-editing, which if I accomplish in due season will insure me another playing-space months earlier than I could otherwise hope for it. I propose accordingly to cut short off here, sail on the I9th August for America, reach Boston by the first of September, and spend the ensuing four weeks working in the Posto» and Cambridge libraries, with seasons of
92e Will to Beauty with the
